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To know this world's centre,
Height, depth, breadth, and length,
Fain would I adventure,
To search the hid attractions
Of magnetic actions
And adamatick strength. Fain would I know if in some lofty mountain, Where the moon sojourns, if there be trees or fountain, If there be beasts of prey, or yet fields to hunt in.
Hallo! my Fancy, whither wilt thou go?
Fain would I have it tried
By experiments
By none can be denied,
If in this bulk of nature
There be voids less or greater
Or all remains complete. Fain would I know if beasts have any reason; If falcons killing eagles do commit a treason; If fear of winter's want, makes swallow fly the season.
Hallo, my Fancy, whither wilt thou go?
Hallo, my Fancy, Hallo!
Stay thou at home with me,
I can thee no longer follow,
Thou hast betrayed me
And bewrayed me,
It is too much for thee.
Stay, stay at home with me, leave off thy lofty soaring; Stay thou at home with me, and on thy books be poring, For he that goes abroad, lays little up in storing; Thou's welcome home, my Fancy,
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